AT DHUFAR

person by a slave as in Oman, but left smouldering at my
side. And in this land of true frankincense, unexcelled in
the world, my host was surpassing himself by using an
imported substitute, inferior to my mind, but here more
costly. This was *aud^ a kind of sandal-wood which I under-
stand serves for frankincense in European churches, 'Ba'd
al *aud la tagud* runs an Arab jingle, which means 'After
the incense do not tarry/ The offered incense is indeed a
sign not to be mistaken, so after a minute or two of courteous
silence one mutters 'tarakhkhus* (with your permission)
and rises to go.

'We hope you are making a long stay/ says my host,
partly by way of courtesy, partly to tempt a disclosure
of my plans,

cYes! I am on two months' leave/ I reply. 'Shaikh
Hasan has agreed to take me up into his mountains for
some shooting next week; he has promised me a panther and
an ibex/

I had barely risen the next morning to wind and record
my chronometers when throbbing tom-toms and raucous
female voices attracted my notice. Soon through the
prison courtyard below came twenty young negresses,
dancing a sensuous measure, their heads poised in snake-
like detachment balancing full water pitchers* Here was
the Bathing Chorus, a recognised institution when the
Sultan or I was in residence, and the tank in the bathroom
must *ieeds be replenished daily. As they filed past the
doorway of my room they ceased to sing; a young one,
confident in her youth and greatly daring, risks what may
be almost a wink in my direction, for in their world of
Dhufar, they were none of them better than they should
be. On filing out each halts to turn and make obeisance.
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